PASSAGES  FROM  ARABIA DESERTA
They asking me of our custom, I said 'You are ground-sitters,
but we sit high upon stools like the Turk.'-The legs of chair-
sitters to hang all day they thought an insufferable fatigue.
* Khali! says well,* answered Zeyd, who, a sheykh of Aarab, had
been in high presence of pashas and government men at Damas-
cus; and he told how he found them sitting in arm-chairs and
'they are all cross-leg Orientals) with a leg crossed over the
other, a shank or a foot: fia simple crossed foot is of the under
Functionaries: but to lap a man's shin, (Zeyd showed us the
manner,) he said to be of their principal personages.' The
Arabs asked me often, if we sat gathered in this kindly sort about
our evening fires? and if neighbours went about to neighbour
byut, seeking company of friends and coffee-drinking?
Sitting thus, if there anyone rises, the mare snorts softly,
looking that it is he who should now bring her delicious bever
of warm camel-milk, and gazing after him, she whinnies with
pleasance. Tnere is a foster camel to every nomad mare, since
they taste no corn, and the harsh desert stalks could not else
sustain her: the horse, not ruminating and losing much moisture
by the skin, is a creature very impatient of hunger and thirst.
His mare is therefore not a little chargeable to a sheykh in
the desert, who must burden oftentimes another camel with her
provision of water. Twice she will drink, and at the hottest of
the summer season, even thrice in a daylight; and a camel-load
of girbies may hardly water her over two days. Who has wife
or horse, after the ancient proverb, may rue, he shall never be
in rest, for such brittle possessions are likely to be always ailing.
Yet under that serene climate, where the element is the tent of
the world, the Beduw have little other care of their mares; it is
unknown in the desert so much as to rub them. They milk
first for the mare and then (often in the same vessel) for the
aomad household. She stands straining upon her tether, looking
toward the pleasant sound of milking: the bowl frothing from
the udder is carried to her in the herdsman's hand and she sups
through her teeth the sweet warm milk, at a long draught.
The milking time for camels is but once in the day, at evening,
unless a little be drawn for some sick person or stranger in the
Booming, or for any wayfaring man in the daytime. The small